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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Sitting content by the hearth 

To whisper his history and thought. 

Poet uncuckolded, he hears 
No mad ethereal crying 
For merciless cloud and ridge 
Tormented by the golden horn. 

Ah, she will never lift 

Her intolerant head like a stag 

And scorn him, thinking of wind 

And naked hunter and his hallooing hound. 



THE CHASTE LOVERS 

Siberia is a land 
Drops from a cloud. 
The shackles click, 
Yet never loud, 

Upon a pavement 
Of the frost — 
A road we know, 
Yet still are lost 

Within the semblance 
Of its cold 
Mile after mile 
Till we are old. 
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You and I, man and maid, 
Together form 
Procession or cavalcade 
Minute as a worm. 

Prisoners to each other, 
And to these even less kind — 
The bottomless beauty of body, 
The bottomless pomp of mind. 

And perpetually discontent, 
We eye the crows, 
Or watch the weasel where it went, 
Or hail the wind that blows. 

to l. s. 



O you 

Wing-of-the-wind, 

Why do you chant 

Ree, ree, with the mourning-dove, 

And dee, dee, with the male gannet- 

When you may live forever 

In the fray of her feathers, 

And in the tumult of the dark wave 

Where he pillows 

In all weathers? 

[305I 



